POMPADOUR HAS A BATH

Dorine put down the cup on a little table by the bed and drew
the curtains. She said gaily:

'Bonjour^ Madame, I trust Madame has had a better night?'

'Ah Dorine, a dreadful night, dreadful/

Another scratch. Two footmen in blue habits stumbled in
bearing the rose porcelain bath steaming with warm milk and
amber essence. Pompadour sipped her chocolate. The screen
was unfolded, Dorine placed tiny mules on her mistress' feet
and assisted her into her bath. After a time two undermaids,
very cheerful and pretty, with deft, noiseless movements
helped her out again and wrapped her in a robe of warm
white flannel in which she reclined for a time before the fire in
her chaise-longue. Two more soubrettes were making up the
bed with clean sheets, dusting the trinkets, bringing in fresh
bowls of flowers. Pompadour was put into her fresh chemise,
three under-petticoats, fine silk stockings and over it all a
frilly blue morning jacket cascading with Valenciennes and
garlanded with forget-me-nots and roses. She seated herself
at the dressing table near the window. The most famous
description of an eighteenth-century dressing table has been
given by the de Goncourts: 'In the woman's bedchamber the
triumphal piece of furniture is this table with its mirror; it is
adorned with laces like an altar, swathed in foaming muslin
like a cradle, encumbered with philtres and fineries, paints,
pastes, patches, scents, vermilion rouge, vegetable rouge,
mineral rouge, chemical white, blue for veins, Maille vinegar
against wrinkles; and the ribbons, and the tresses and aigrettes;
bewitching little world of coquetries, of a century fragrant
with amber in a cloud of powder!' And about the woman
looking in the mirror (untranslatable passage): eEUe est
friande, elle est charmante, ramassee dans son corset avec cet
ahnable desordre et cet air chiffonnee du deshabille du
matin/

Pompadour was no sooner seated before her mirror and
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